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— came to a very pleasant spot, where she marked out| tree alone would grow the fruit which would en- 

NARRATIVE. four pieces of ground, and told them this was the} dure to everlasting life. I hope you will all take 
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From the N. H. Observer. 
THE GARDEN.—An ALLEGorY. 

There was a certain Prince who had a garden 
ofuncommon beauty, richly ornamented with flow- 
ers and trees in great variety and excellence—in 
that garden the fichest fruits in their different sea- 
sons were found in great profusion, and they were 
exceedingly pleasant, being shaded by trees, which 

rotected those who passed under them from the 
syn and afforded them delightful seasons of recre- 
ation and enjoyment—there were also refreshing 
streams to be found here and there, which not on- 
ly supplied the wants of those who labored in the 

arden, but also covered the landscape with beauty, 

and presented to every eye, the most lovely reflec- 
tions of their Maker’s image.—Here, thought I, 
must be the abode of happiness and peace ; and as 
{ walked over the different grounds I remembered 
the exclamation of the pious Psalinist—Oh Lord, 
how manifold are thy works ; in wisdom hast thou 
made them all. 

The subjects of this Prince were favored with a 
‘reat many tokens of his friendship, and seemed to 
gave abundant occasion for happiness. Some were 
walking under the shade of the trees, others were 
digging in the earth, and some were eating the fruits 
which grew very plentifully around them. But I 
jound that most of them did not appear to be happy. 
Sometimes when they went to gather the flowers, 
there were poisonous insects upon them; here and 
there thorns were found, which gave them great 
pain, while they were plucking the fruit that grew 
among the hedges and on the trees. It was a law 
of the Prince, that all who were placed in this gar- 
den should labor; and there were some kinds of 
trees, which they were particularly charged to cul- 
tivate—but a great many whom I saw chose rather 
toremain idle, and very few cared about the good 
trees, to which they were commanded to give so 
much of their time and attention. But as there 
were so many people in the garden, I had no op- 
portunity to look at them all; and I turned my at- 
teation to four children who were walking about 
and seemed to have nothing to do—they were from 
10 to 14 yearsof age; and as they wandered about 
from one place to another, I thought they might be- 
come happy if they had some one to tell them how 
to proceed in the labors and duties which their 
Prince had commanded. 

After surveying them attentively for some time, I 
observed a lady ‘of a gentle and rather serious coun- 
tenance approaching them ; and very soon they met 
under the shadow ofa large tree, where she reques- 
ted them to sit down. After a little conversation, 
she asked them, if they knew why they were pla- 
ced in that garden. They said they did not know 
and should be glad to be told; she replied, my dear 
children, the Prince of this garden has placed you 
here, that you may do those works which are nec- 


place in which they were to labor. After this, she 
took out a great many kinds of seeds and directed 
the children to plant them all in the different parts 
of their ground, which she marked out, and told 
them also that all the seeds must be planted while 
the Spring Jasted ; for it was them the early part of 
that delightful season of the year. She also gave 
them another kind of seed which she told them to 
plant; and although, she said, it might not grow up 
into a tree so beautiful and pleasant as the others, 
yet it was far better than them all, because it would 
yield fruit that would be good when the harvest was 
past. After this conversation she left them. 

And now, you might see the little children who 
were once idlers in the garden, busily employed in 
planting their seeds and taking care of their ground. 
By day they labored, and at night, they laid them 
down quietly and slept, because God sustained them. 
Ina few weeks, the seeds they had planted came 
up, aad their ground was covered with the most 
beautiful flowers of the Spring. The best seed 
which the good lady had given them, they had plan- 
ted in a little corner by itself, on each of their dif- 
ferent spots of ground. On one fine pleasant morn- 
ing, they went out to look at their little gardens, 
as they called them, and were careful to visit the 
spot where they had planted the best seed—they 
could see nothing but a little plant coming up, 
which looked so much like a weed, that they did 
not value it, nor bestow much care upon it. They 
used to run over their grounds and eat the fruit that 
grew there, and sport the time away in the sun shine, 
and forgot almost entirely the little plant, they were 
commanded to cultivate with so much care. At 
length one of the children began to reflect upon the 
little plant she had neglected, and resolved that ve- 


care of this little flower. There is nothing in all 
this wide and beautiful garden, I love so well, and 
it shall have my daily watchfulness and care. But 
her companions turned away to their own vanities 
and pleasures; and continued their sports as they 
went along, thoughtless of their future concerns and 
forgetful of the things that mast be hereafter. 

Bat it was not so with their little companion, who 
had watered her plant with her tears. She went 
morning and evening to her appointed place of labor, 
and though she paid every proper attention to the 
other plants and trees of the garden, yet she was al- 
ways more happy to be near the object which she 
loved so muchaud cultivated so well. She was de- 
lighted to witness the expansion of its leaves, and 
to gaze on its new and constantly improving beau- 
ty; the fruit now appeared on its branches and the 
tree soon presented its harvest in full beauty and 
perfection. She gathered in its productions with 
Joy, assured that it was not the fruit that perishes, 
but that which would endure to everlasting life. 

The seasons rolled away, the flowers were scat- 
tered upon the winds, and the fruits were blighted 
by the frost ; the children could no longer sport in 
their gardens; and the fruits they had gathered, 
were perishing before their eyes. In a little time 
they had passed away ; and now in their hunger and 
distress, they went to their companion for a part of 
the fruits she had gathered : bot it was a law of the 
Prince that none should eat any fruit, but such as 
grew upon their own trees; and however willing 
their sister might have besn, they could not be per- 
mitted to taste it.—T he harvest was past, the sum- 
mer was ended, and they were not saved. 

_ The narjative is now closed, and all that remains 
is to Cxplain it, so that all the children who read it 





ry soon she would go and look at it, and a few days 
after, in one of her walks in her garden, she turned 
her eye upon the plain and humble flower, and 
found it withering and almost dead ; she was struck 
with the thought of her unkindness to her who gave 
her the seed, and sat down directly over the plant 
that was drooping and fading away. Here she re- 
membered with what care she had watched over 
the other flowers which had looked more brilliant 
and gay ; and how angrateful it was to neglect that 
which her best friend had told her was the most 
valuable of all. While in this position, looking at 


ful fragrance was diffused all around. 
ed that from that }our she would love this little 
flower more thav any thing in the garden, and take 
the greatest cave that the winds should not break it, 
nor the heat. of the sun cause it to droop and die. 
She wen’. to her companions and told them of her 
neglect, and asked them whether they had taken 
care, of their little plants; they said they had near- 





cessary for your comfort and happiness. If you live 
an idle life, you will be very unhappy ; and if you 
goto your labor, like some of the poor creatures you 
see around you, all your labor and pains will be lost 
—some, you see, are gathering fruit, which is bitter 
totheir taste; and altho’ they know this, yet they 
pluck it again, hoping the next will be sweet; and 
are again disappointed, I will tell you, children, 
what you must do, that the owner of the garden 
may love you and make you happy—so saying, she 
told them to follow her; which they did very gladly 
—for there was a kindness in her manner and looks, 
which they had never seen before. ‘So, she led 
them through different parts of the garden, till they 


hy forgotten them, but would now go and see how 
they looked ; they accordingly ail went to their sev- 
era] gardens, and returned saying, it was only a 
weed and not worth cultivating; and they wonder- 
ed that any one should prefer such a homely plant 
to the beautiful lilies and the fragrant roses with 
which their gardens were adorned. 

Tt was then that the other little girl was grieved 
at the neglect of her companions, as well as her own. 
—Do you not remember, my dear sisters, she said, 
what directions we received from the good lady when 
she gave us the seed; she told us that by and by 
the Spring and Summer would be past, the flowers 


the plant, which was so plain, as to appear almost 
like a worthless weed, she beg?.n to weep at the 
thought of her neglect, and ‘ier tears falling upon 
the little plant, revived itsteayes so that a delight- 
She resolv- 


May understand and apply the truth which it con- 
tains. The garden of which I have told you, is the 
world ; the Prince of it, isthe high and Holy God ; the 
children, are the members of a Sabbath School ; 
the lady who directed them what to do, is their teach- 
er; the flowers and trees that grew in the garden, 
are the pleasures and gratifications of the world; 
the plant that flourished and yielded its fruit, when 
all the others had faded, is Religion; the little 
girl who took care of her plant, is one who loves 
God and enjoys the pleasures of true piety ; the har- 
vest is the end of the world; and the fruits that did not 
perish when the harvest was past, are the unfading 
pleasures of Heaven. Oh, children, go and look 
at your little plants, for if you do not take care of 
them, they will wither and die; and when once 
the storm has broken them or the wind has carried 


them away, you will find them no more forever. 
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would fade and the fruit would be gone, and on this 


From the Juvenile Magazine, 
HISTORY OF DANIEL, 
As it is very delightful and instructive to read 


about good people, I will tell you something, my 
dear children, about Daniel, who was once cast into 
a den of lions, because he loved to pray to his God. 


This Daniel was a Jew, and was carried as a cap- 


tiveto Babylon by the mighty king Nebuchadnez- 
zar. 
sometimes to lead his own dear people into trials, 
that he may show forth his power and love in their 
deliverance. 


Thus you see how the all-wise God is pleased 


When Daniel was brought into the king’s palace, 


he purposed in his heart that he would not defile 
himself with the portion of the king’s meat, nor 
with the wine which he drank. 
may learn what a tender conscience Daniel had — 


From this fact we 
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It pleased the Lord to bring Daniel into favor and 
love with the person who was placed over him, so 
that he allowed him to eat pulse and todrink wat- 
er. The blessing of God was with Daniel and his 
friends, whose faces appeared fairer and fatter in 
flesh than all the children which did eat the portion 
of the king’s meat. 

Here we see how the divine blessing makes all 
the difference betwixt one thing and another. 

Only look to God for his blessing, and the hum- 
blest fare can do more for your health than the rich- 
est dainties. 

In course of time, Nebuchadnezzar dreamed a 
very wonderful dream, which you may read in the 
second chapter of the book of Daniel. None of the 
wise men of Babylon could tell the king what it was. 
This made the tyrant so angry, that he ordered Ari- 
och, the captain of the guard, to slay them all.— 
When Daniel heard of this, he said: ‘‘ Why is 
the decree so hasty from the king? Then Arioch 
made the thing known to Daniel. Then Daniel 
went in and desired ofthe king that he would give 
him time, and that he would show him the inter- 
pretation. Then Daniel went to his house and 
made the thing known to Hananiah, Mishael, and 
Azariah, his companions; that they would desire 
mercies of the God of heaven concerning this se- 
cret, that Daniel and his fellows should not 
perish with the rest of the wise men of Baby- 
lon.” The Lord graciously heard their prayer.— 
The secret was revealed unto Daniel in a night vis- 
ion. And Daniel poured out his heart in grateful 
praises to the God of his fathers.—Verses 20—23. 

When the vision was made known to the king, 
he fell upon his face and worshipped Daniel, and 
commanded that they should offer an oblation and 
sweet odors unto him. Nebuchadnezzar, my dear 
children, being an idolater, perhaps thought that 
Daniel must be a person more than human. He 
made him ruler over the whole province of Baby- 
lon, and chief of the governors over all the wise 
men of Babylon. Thus God made true the words 
which he spoke to Eli: ‘‘ Them that honor me, | 
will honor.” 

When the proud Nebuchadnezzar was dead, his 
grandson Belshazzar reigned over the Babylonish 
empire. Whilst he was sitting at a sumptuous 
feast, with a thousand of his lords, drinking wine 
out of the sacred vessels of the temple of Jerusalem, 
and praising the idols of Babylon, there appeared 
the fingers of a man’s hand, writirg upon the wall 
certain words which no one could understand.— 
The king was sadly frightened ; for who can bear 
the stings of conscience! At the queen’s desire, 
Daniel was sent for, who spoke most faithfully to 
the trembling monarch ; told him the meaning of 
the writing—that he was weighed in the balances 
and was found wanting. This writing was the 
king’s death warrant! ‘That very night Belshaz- 
zar was slain. Darius the Median, who took the 
kingdom, made Daniel the chief of the presidents, 
because an excellent spirit was in him. 

Thus God was with his faithful servant, and pre- 
served him amidst all the dangers of war and blood- 
shed. My dear children! who are so safe and hap- 
py as those who love and serve God ? 

The wise man says: ‘‘ Who can stand before 
envy?” The presidents were jealous of Daniel, 
and sought for occasion to destroy him; but so up- 
right was Daniel in all his conduct, that “ they could 

find none occasion against him, forasmuch as he 
was faithful ; neither was there any error or fault 
found in him.” At length, these wicked men said: 
‘We shall not find any occasion against this Dan- 
iel, except we find it against him concerning the 
law of his God.” 

Oh, what 2 testimony is this to the integrity and 
piety of Daniel! Happy would it be, if this could 
be said of all who call themselves Christians. My 
dear children! may each of you who read this little 
story, become like good Daniel. 

Well, what did these wicked men do? Why, 
they got the king Darius to sign a decree, that wko- 
soever should ask a petition of any god or man for 
thirty days, exeept of the king, should be cast into 
the den of lions, 








This flattered the vanity of Darius so much, that 
he foolishly and impiously signed the writing. 

The evil counsellors now-watched narrowly the 
conduct of Daniel. Did Daniel shut himself up for 
fear of his life? Ah, no! When he knew that 
the writing was signed, he went into his house ; and 
his windows being open in his chamber towards 
Jerusalem, he kneeled upon his knees three times a 
day, and prayed and gave thanks before his God as 
he did aforetime. Mark this; he prayed three 
times a day. . 

O, what a noble instance of unshaken piety and 
trust in God! When these men: found him pray- 
ing, they accused him to Darius, who was compel- 
led to cast his faithful servant into the lions’ den, 
because the law of the sovereign could not be chang- 
ed. Tlie heart of the king was grieved, whilst 
Daniel encourage himself in the Lord his God.— 
Though Darius was so impressed with the feeling : 
“Thy God whom thou servest continually, he will 
deliver thee,” yet his sleep went from him, ' He 
was held between hope and fear in anxious suspense, 
till he went very early in the morning to the den of 
lions, and there he found Daniel safe and unhurt, 
“because he believed in his God.” Filled with 
joy, the king commanded Daniel to be taken up 
out of the den and his wicked accusers to be thrown 
into it. These unhappy men and their families 
were all devoured by the lions. O my dear chil- 
dren, learn to fear God ; for happy are all they who 
trust in him. The angel of the Lord encampeth 
round about them that fear him, to deliver them. 
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From the Analytical Reader. 
THE CAREFUL BOY AND CARELESS GIRL. 

Constantine was a very orderly, neat boy. He 
always appeared clean and well dressed. None of 
his clothes were ever out of the way. His shoes 
were always tied neatly and brushed clean ; his 
waistcoat and his jacket, were carefully buttoned ; 
not one button was put in the wrong button-hole ; 
his hair naturally curly, wasnever tangled nor stuck 
up on his head. 

When he undressed, he laid all his clothes, his 
shoes, his stockings, in their right places ; his play- 
things he put away, as soon as he was done with 
them, without being told. His books were always 
found in their proper place. 

This love of order pleased all his friends; and 
every one who knew him, said when they heard of 
him, yes, Constantine is a neat boy ; and he was 
so careful not only when he was in company, but if 
he was alone, and nobody saw him. 

His sister Laura seemed, to many people, a very 
neat little girl. She looked almost as proper as 
Constantine, when she went out or when there was 
company But if she was at home alone, or if any 
one saw her when she did not think she should see 
company, they changed their mind about her ; for 
she did not care to be in order, except before peo- 

le. 

When she undressed herself, she threw her 
clothes about, here and there ; or if she laid them 
ona chair, they were all thrown and tumbled in a 
heap. In one corner lay one shoe, under a stool 
another. Her mother often told her that this was 
all very wrong. But ¥.aura always told her mother, 
that she knew so well where every thing was, that 
she could find it inthe dark. Her mother did not 
believe her. We shall soon see whether Lau- 
ra’s good mother was not in the right. 

One evening, when Constantine and Laura were 
already undressed, and were just getting into bed, 
their uncle came in and told them he had come to 
take them to see a very good gentleman who loved 
children, and who had that evening a great many 
at his house; but as Laura and Constantine were 
already undressed, he was afraid he could not take 
them, as it was already time to go. 

Could you both be ready in ten minutes ? said he. 
It is rather difficult, said Constantine. I am ready 
in five minutes, said Laura. In five minutes Con- 
stantine was ready ; but in ten minutes Laura had 
notcome down. Her uncle grew tired of waiting 


Se 
for her, and went into her chamber; but how did h 
find Laura? , 

She was crying..with vexation,- for none of her 
things were in right places. She had found ong 
shoe, but the other was wanting. She looked un- 
der the bureau, under the bed, under the chairs _ 
She knocked her head twenty times, threw ey, 
thing about, and searched every where. 

This vexation does not help you, said her uncle: 
if you were as neat as your brother, and put things 
in their place, you would find them again. Yoy 
spoke well, when you said you would be ready in 
five minutes; but your actions contradict you. 

Laura pretended to say somebody must have been 
in the chamber and put her things in such disorder 

Silence! said her uncle, you would make ee 
think you are an orderly little girl; but when yoy 
are not seen by any one, you are far from it; { can. 
not help you; you must stay at home. The ten 
minutes I gave you, ate now grown to twenty,— 
Your careful brother is tired of waiting, and it js 
not fair that he should lose his pleasure through you, 

I pray you, dear uncle, only two minutes more 
and I shall be ready. Iam going into the closet to 
get my straw hat. Her uncle waited the two min. 
utes; but alas, she could not. find the key of the 
closet. I cannot stay a moment more, said her yn. 
cle. The longer I stay, the more of your disorder 
I see ; you may undress again, you will stay at home, 
we are going. 

Laura wept bitterly, begged and prayed her un- 
cle for one minute more—he would not grant it. 

When Constantine came back, he had a great 
deal to tell. He had never seen such a beautiful 
house ; the gentleman was so polite, had spoken to 
Constantine, and_had noticed him among a great 
many children. This distressed Laura anew. She 
— the gentleman would certainly have noticed 

er. 

I looked'‘at this gentleman’s face so carefully, 
said Constantine, I think I could draw it. The 
picture I have of him in-a book, is not unlike him. 
I will get the book and show it you. He ran tothe 
door. Constantine, said his mother, you have no 
light. That is no matter, dear mother, I can find 
it in the dark. 

He went without a light and came with the book. 
It is right, said the uncle, to be in order, not only 
out of the house, before people, but alone, and for 
one’s selfalone. An orderly man can find what 
he wants in the darkest night, without a light: for 
every thing will be sure to be in the right place. 


every 
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From the Youth’s Journal. 
MEMOIR OF SARAH LANE. 

Sarah Lane, the subject of this memoir, was the 
daughter of religious parents, who brought her up 
in the nurture and admonition of the Lord. ‘ Her 
mother, a woman of singular piety and excellence, 
now dead, taught her to bend the knee daily at the 
throne of grace ; and occasionally took her to her 
chamber and prayed with her, and putting her hand 
upon her head, pronounced a blessing upon her. 

At a suitable age Sarah become a scholar in a Sab- 
bath School, where she used to learn catechism and 
scripture, and was taker to the house of God every 
Lord’s day; but, it should seem, the instructions 
she received made no saving impression upon her 
mind at the time, and the scriptures she learned 
left her heart still unhumbled and unchanged. 

About three years ago a sermon was preached by 
the Rev. Mr. S. from the words, ‘‘ Thou God seest 
me,” which made a deep impression upon her mind; 
it brought her sins to remembrance ; and so pow- 
erful were the convictions it produced, that she was 
frequently heard to express a wish she had never 
heard it. These impressions were revived and 


deepened by a sermon preached by the Rev. Mr. C. 
Her father and other pious friends, endeavored to 
draw her into a full and satisfactory disclosure of the 
state of her mind ; but though she acknowledged 
herself to be in a fallen and depraved state, she was 





very reserved, and manifested creat unwillingness 
to communicate her views and feelings. 
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About atwelvemonth ago it pleased God to lay 
his afflieting hand upon her. Her anxious parent 
again } ressed her on the subject of her personal in- 
terest in the salvation of Jesus, and a friend remin- 
ded her of the necessity of being born again pre- 
yious to entering the kingdom of heaven ; to which 
she replied, “‘ noone shall ever know in this world 
whether my heart is changed or not, for it shall nev- 
er be said of me, I ama hypocrite. She manifested 
at this time much irritability and many evil tempers, 
and her heart often rose in rebellion against God. 

She continued in this state of mind until about 
seven weeks before her death, when she one day said 
to her father, “I think I shall never get well again.” 
He replied, “I fear, my dear, you never will ; but 
are you concerned about the salvation of your sou! ?” 
« Ah,” said she, “if I were like you I should not 
be afraid to die.” Her father answered, “If you 
feel your need of mercy, there is mercy ‘with the 
Lord.” Shethen directed him to get a paper out 
of her pocket by the bed side, in which she had 
written a few lines, which described herself as a 
poor, lost, ruined sinner, and contained a prayer to 
the Lord to have mercy upon her. 

A few days after, her father said to her, “ Are 
you looking tothe Lord for mercy?’ She answer- 
ed, ‘“‘ How can I hope for mercy? I have sinned 
against light and knowledge.” She then, in refer- 
ence to the improper declaration that no one should 
ever know her feelings, lamented that she should 
have so denied the work of God upon her heart, and 
expressed a fear that the awful passage in the Ist 
Prov. 24 to the end, would be verified in her expe- 
rience. 

At length it pleased her heavenly Father to re- 
lieve her distressed state of mind, and to afford her 
strong consolation by the powerful application to 
her mind of that gracious promise “Him that cometh 
to me I will in no wise cast out.” She often repeat- 
ed that passage, ‘‘ My flesh and my heart faileth, 
but God is the strength ofmy heart and my portion 
for ever.”” On the sabbath preceding that on which 
she died, she was asked, ‘‘ Do you trust in the 
Lord?” She answered— 

«A guilty, weak, and helpless worm, 
On thy kind arms I fall 5 

Be thou my strength and righteousness, 
My Jesus and my All.” 

In various conversations which her father had 
with her about this time, he was surprised to hear 


with what readiness she quoted the promises of 


scripture, which she had committed to memory in 
the Sunday school, and which, though apparently 
forgotten for a while, now proved an abundant source 
of consolation to her mind. 


Feeling that her end was drawing near, she desi- 
The sum- 


red that her brother might be sent for. 
mons was sent and obeyed, and when he came to 
the house and entered the room where she lay, she 
said to him with much affection and earnestness, 
“Look at me, my dear brother, look at me; you 
willsoon be as I now am: pray, do not defer relig- 
ion till a dying day; dying is hard work. Oh! 
seek the Lord while he may be found.” She then 
put her hands together and prayed for her brothers 
and sisters, and then for herself, saying, ‘‘ Lord 
have mercy upon me.” Afterwards she repeated 
part ofthe 146th Psalm of Dr. Watts— 
“Pll praise my Maker while I’ve breath,” &e. 

The last word ofa religious nature she was heard to 
utter, were in answer to a question, “‘ Is Jesus pre- 
Cious to your soul?’ She replied, “Yes.” Afier 
which she gently fell asleep in death on sabbath 
morning 27th January,1828, in the 18th year of her 
age. The solemn event was improved in a sermon 
delivered by Mr. C. 

What encouragement does this brief memoir af- 
ford to parents to take a lively interest in the spirit- 
ual welfare of their beloved offspring. The relig- 
lous instructions which pious parents impart to 
their children, the prayers which they present to 
God on their behalf, if attended with a correspon- 
ding consistency in their daily conduct, shall not 

ein vain in the Lord. 

Let young persons here learn the unspeakable 
worth of godly parents; and let them testify their 


LL 





gratitude to God for this invaluable boon, and give! 
joy to the hearts of their dear parents, by walking | 
in those ways which are pleasantness and peace. 
See the advantages arising from Sunday schools! 
Many, like Sarah Lane, have thanked God on their 
dying beds, and many are blessing God this moment, 
in heaven, for the instruction they received in a Sab- 
bath school. Let young persons, such especially 
who have tasted that the Lord is gracious, devote 
the leisure hours of the Lord’s.day to the important 
work of teaching poor children how they may be sa- 
ved; for in watering others, they themselves. shall 
be watered. 

Let young people hence.learn not to stifle: the 
convictions of. conscience, and also to avoid that 
blameable reserve which proved to Sarah Lane so 
great an obstruction to her comfort and spiritual im- 
provement. You should cherish the convictions 
you may have of sin, and communicate the feelings 
of your hearts to your parents or some christian 
friend ; for He who does “ not despise the day of 
small things,” and who will not ‘‘ break the bruis- 
ed reed,” has given you pious friends and relatives 
for this very purpose, that you may consult them 
about those things which relate to your peace. 

Perhaps, my dear young reader, you have as yet 
paid no attention to the important realities of relig- 
ion ; if so, let me entreat you to suffer the dying 
advice of this youthful believer to sink into your 
heart : ‘‘ Not to defer religion till a dying day.” 
Can that be a suitable season to attend to the mo- 
mentous concerns of the soul, when.the body is rack- 
ed with pain; when the atten.ion is wholly engross- 
ed with friends, and nurses, and medicine; and 
when the mind is disturbed and alarmed at the ap- 
proach of death? Put off religion till a dying day! 
Why, a dying day you may never have: without 
an hourora moment’s notice you may be hurried 
into eternity ; and then, if without religion, what 
becomes of your soul !—your precious, never-dying 
soul? Itislost! It is lost! irrecoverably and eter- 
nally lost! 

If you would die safely you must be religious; 
and if you would have your dying pillow free from 
thorns, you must be religious in the days of your 
youth. H. H. 








EPISTOLARY. 


For the Youth’s Companion. 
JUVENILE CORRESPONDENCE .—No. VIII. 
Boston, Oct. 6, 1828. 

I was rather amused at your many wonderings, 
my dear Emily. Allow me to say, that I think it 
unprofitable to speculate about those things we 
cannot comprehend. When I attempt it, I am of- 
ten reproved by these texts, “‘ Be not wise above 
what is written ;” ‘‘ Who by searching can find out 
God?’ Our first mother’s curiosity is cherished 
by all her posterity, and much time and effort have 
in every age veen wasted to gratify an idle desire 
to know those things which have not been revealed. 
Our Saviour when on earth checked this dispositi- 
on in his disciples, and reproved those who indulg- 
ed it, by admonishing them that the performance 
of duty was more important. When one asked, 
‘Lord, are there few that be saved?” you recollect 
his reply: ‘‘ Strive to enter in at the strait gate.” 
When another asked with regard to John, “ Lord, 
what shall this man do?” he answered “ Follow 
thou me.” Pardon this apparent digression, my 
dear Cousin ; nor think me averse to any discussion 
you may prefer. 

I was interested in what you said of Angels, and 
regret that I cannot satisfy your inquiries. Had we 
their “‘ expanded minds,” we might indulge in airy 
flights and contemplate these endless themes. I 
rather suppose them a higher order of beings-than 
man, and probably employed to watch for souls, as 
we are told “‘ there is joy in the presence of the an- 
gels of God over one sinner that repenteth.” In 
the volume of Dr. Payson’s sermons recently pub- 
lished, you will find one upon this subject, very in- 
teresting, entitled ‘‘ Equality of men with angels.” 
You alluded to different grades of angels, and dif- 
ferent degrees of happiness in heaven. May we 
not suppose that the spirits of departed saints will 

















be happier than angels?’ Dr. Watts was of this 
opinion probably ; he says, 

‘* Never did angels taste above, 

‘* Redeeming grace and dying love.”* 

I know but little of these subjects, yet can imagine 
that those who feel that they have been washed and 
justified by the blood of Christ, will strike the high- 
est note of praise to Him who redeemed them. The 
different degrees of happiness, I have heard ex- 
plained by vessels of water of different sizes, all 
filled ; consequently, each held as much as it could, 
yet differed from the others. ‘Those who are so 
happy as to reach heaven, will know all these mys- 
teries, even as they themselves will be known. 

I was not wearied with your moralizing strain, 
I assure you, dear Emily; it isone I have wanted 
to introduce, but feared it might displease you. I 
think I feel interested in Religion; yet many things 
perplex me. I love to attend church and other 
meetings, have a class in the Sabbath school, read 
the Bible daily, and give something to societies ; but 
when I think of these things with complacency, the 
account of the young man named in the Gospel 
comes into my mind, who we are told went away 
sorrowful, although it is said Jesus loved him.— 
Why was he sorrowful ? 

1 was astonished at your account of Ellen. I 
have read of such things, but’ seldom credit them. 
Is it possible that ‘she prays her own prayer.”— 
And does she live as she prays? It appears to me 
a very solemn thing to pray, and a very difficult one 
to live so as not to contradict our prayers. I some- 
times think it would be the greatest calamity that 
could befal some people, to have their prayers ans- 
wered. For instance, if one should pray “ forgive 
me my trespasses as I forgive those who trespass 
against me,” and yet constantly cherish an unfor- 
giving temper, he would not wish to be heard—and 
when one says, “thy will be done,” do you think 
he is willing to do, and be, and suffer, without 
murmuring, all that God may see fit to appoint ?— 
But “I shall weary you,” in my turn, by my doubts 
and queries. 

I think you misunderstood me with regard to the 
economy of memory. My opinion is—as we have 
not minds capacious enough to embrace the whole 
“circle of science,” and a memory to retain it all, 
it is important to economise, and only exert those 
faculties where the most good is promised. Mind 
and memory are natural endowments, I know; but 
is it not much in our power to strengthen and im- 
prove them? This is too much neglected in edu- 
cation generally ; but there are those whose man- 
ner of instruction seems calculated almost to form 
both. I believe many minds are weakened by be- 
ing crowded when young. There is doubtless a 
similarity between the mental and physical powers 
of man; both require system, judgment and exer- 
cise. It seems very important that we acquire a 
habit of thinking; therefore we ought to dwell up- 
on one subject, till well understood and digested. 
Thus it is fixed in the memory, and we shall be fa- 
miliar with it in conversation and writing. I know 
young ladies who have read history much longer 
than I have, who appear entirely ignorant upon the 
most common topics, merely because they intermix 
a variety of other reading, and are more anxious to 
have it said how much they have read, than what 
they have acquired. ButI am filling too much pa- 
per, unless I could fill it with ideas; and with the 
request that our family may be kindly remembered 
to all dear to us, subscribe myself 

Your affectionate cousin, Auretia P—~—. 











LEARNING. 








FATHER, FORGIVE ME. 

Young Wilson was the son of a minister now liv- 
ing, and had by some means excited the displeas- 
ure of his father. It was a very trifling circum- 
stance compared with mocking an old man, a poor 
old man, a poor old man that had been arich man,and 
by loss of his property became a deranged man! 
However, his father thought it right to be reserved 





for an hour or two, and when he asked a question 
about the business of the day, he was very shart 
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YOUTHS COMPANION. 








in his answers to his son; an hour or more elapsed ; 
the time was nearly arrived when the youth was to 
repeat his lessons. He came into his father’s study, 
and said, ‘‘ Papa, I cannot learn my lessons except 
you are reconciled ; I am very sorry I have offended 
you; I hope you will forgive me; I think I shall 
never offend again.” His father replied, ‘ All I 
wish is to make you sensible of your fault; when 
you acknowledge it, you know all is easily reconci- 
led with me.” ‘ Then, papa,” says he, “ give me 
the token of reconciliation, and seal it with a kiss.” 
The hand was given, and the seal most heartily 
exchanged, on each side. ‘‘ Now,” exclaimed the 
dear boy, ‘I will learn Latin and Greek with any 
body,” and fled to his little study. ‘‘ Stop, stop,” 
exclaimed his father, ‘have you not a heavenly 
Father ? If what you have done has been evil, He 
is displeased, and you must apply to Him for 
forgiveness.’? With tears starting in his eyes, he 
said, ‘ Papa, I went to Him first; I knew, except 
He was reconciled, I could do nothing :” and with 
tears now fast rolling, he said, “‘ I hope, I hope He 
has forgiven me, and now I am happy.” His fa- 
ther never had occasion to look at him with a 
shade of disapprobation from that time till his death. 

My dear young readers, you will remember the 
evils you commit are recorded. 

* There’s not a sin that yon commit, 
‘* Nor wicked word you say, 
*« But in his dreadful book ’tis writ, 
** Against the judgment day.” 

Your parents, your teachers, perhaps, have for- 

given you ; but have you asked God to forgive you? 














EDITORIAL. 








THE YEAR BEGUN, 

The new year is commenced, and seven days of 
it have already passed away. Last week, on the first 
day of the year, we asked our young readers to take a 
review of the year that was gone, and connect their 
thoughts concerning it with the future. We asked 
them, while they mourned over past transgressions, 
now to begin a holy life, with penitence and prayer; 
and not to advance one step on their journey of life 
till they had given themselves to God. This was 
the meaning we intended to convey, although not in 
these very words. But alas, while we pause to 
think on our ways and form our resolutions, time 
‘ does not tarry for us. While we exhort, and our 
young friends read our exhortations, time is flying 
away. A week is already gone; and possibly some 
reader may have lived one whole week of this year, 
before he has fully resolved to commence it with 
God. 

How is this year begun? Inany manner differ- 
ent from the last?’ Ifthe last was a year of folly 
and sin, there was no way of beginning this right, 
but by an immediate and thorough change. A 
new year required a new heart, and a new life ; old 
things should pass away and all things become new. 
The former state was one of darkness and sin and 
death. ‘This, if it isto be one of life and peace, 
must hare the divine life begun. Thesoul must 
he brought out of darkness into light. It must re- 
nounce this world for its portion, and make the Eter- 
nal God its refuge. It must be crucified unto the 
world by the cross of Christ; and glorying in his 
cross must choose and delizht in his blessed service. 
The word of God and all the experience of man un- 
ite in declaring, that no person can lead a new life, 
who does not begin with a thorough change of heart. 
We mean, he cannot live godly in Christ Jesus, 
and in such a manner as to be always ready to die. 

Ilave pot some of our readers begun former years, 


or weeks, or days, with solemn purposes and prom- 


ises of amendment, and yet have failed? Have they 
not often renewed and repeated those resolutions, 
and yet as often broken them, living as before ?— 
Now why did they fail?) Why could they notlead new 
lives, in all godliness and honesty? Why did vanity & 
iniquity again take them away ? Was it not because 
their Acarts were unbroken for sin, unholy and un- 


had been melted into humble love to God, they 
would have delighted in his commandments. 

Now, therefore, who has begun the year with a 
penitent and humble heart, and lived seven days as 
anew creature and child of God, in all manner of 
holy conversation? What young person, what child, 
among all the readers of the Companion? Which 
of them, if he lives in the same manner through the 
year, will be then ready to stand before the Son of 
man? Which of them has now begun such a holy pil- 
grimage, tiat he can think with pleasure on its be- 
ing lengthened out to the period of three score years 
andten. Who has begun a pilgrimage or journey 
of usefulness, and piety and peace, which will con- 
duct to the right hand of God ? 

But in any event, the year is begun. While we 
think, or read, or speak, its fleeting moments hasten 
from us forever. As a stream, as a vapor, asa 
weaver’s shuttle, the successive weeks will glide by 
us; and before we scarcely think of it, the whole 
year will be gone. May God, in his infinite mer- 
cy, teach us to number our days, and apply our 
hearts unto wisdom ;—so to begin every year and 
month and day we live,that we may finish our course 
with joy. 








MISCELLANY. 








CHRISTMAS PRESENTS, 

Ofall the Christmas customs that we have ever 
witnessed or read of—save that of public worship— 
one that Coleridge mentions as prevailing in the 
north of Germany, pleases us most. 

The children, he says, make little presents to 
their parents and to eachother, and parents to their 
children. For three or four months before Christ- 
mas the girls are all busy, and the boys save up their 
pocket-money, to make or purchase these presents. 
What the present is to be is cautiously kept secret, 
and the girls have a world of contrivances to conceal 
it. The evening before Christmas day, one of the 
parlors is lighted up by the children, into which 
the parents must not go, and here the presents in- 
tended for them, are Jaid out in great order—the 
children still concealing in their pockets what they 
intend for each other. Here the parents are in- 
troduced, and each presents his little gift—after 
which they bring out the rest, one by one from their 
pockets, and present them with kisses and embra- 
ces. Where I witnessed this scene, says Coleridge, 
there were eight or nine children, and the eldest 
daughter and the mother wept aloud for joy and 
tenderness; and tears ran down the face of the 
father, and he clasped all his children so tight to his 
breast—it seemed as if he did it to stifle the sob that 
was rising within him—I was very much affected. 
On the next day, in the great parlor, the parents 
laid outon the table the presents for the children; 
and a scene of more sober joy succeeds, as on this 
day, after an old custom, the mother says privately 
toeach ofher daughters, and the father to his sons, 
that which he has observed most praise-worthy, and 
that which was most faulty in their conduct, during 
the year. 

How unlike are the associations and the feelings 
connected with sucha sacred home-scene, to those 
awakened by the epithet “‘merry,’ and by the 
thought of Christmas “ sports!” —Journal of Com. 


ee 
Presumption.—Three men, who a few days since 
met together at a public house in this city, joking 
over some ale, agreed togo and get measured for 
their coffins ; which was accordingly done; and 
singular as it may appear, they have all three since 
paid the debt of nature, and now occupy their new 
and last habitations, having survived the joke but 

a few days.—English paper. 
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Happiness has been beautifully compared to the 
manna in the desert, he that gathered much had 
nothing over, and he that gathered little had no lack ; 
therefore to diminish envy, let us consider not what 





renewed? They did not dig deep and lay a firm 
foundation. They did not begin right, and their 
progress must of course be wrong. Iftheir hearts 


others possess, but what they enjoy. 
LA 


POETRY. 











THE SEASONS—By Bisnor Hezer, 
When Spring unlocks the flowers to paint the Jaughi il; 
When Snmmer’s balmy showers refresh the meuerecay : 
When Winter binds in frosty chains the fallow and the flood 
In God the earth rejoiceth still, and owus her Maker’s good. 
The Birds that wake the morning, and those that love the shade : 
The Winds that sweep the mountain, or lull the drowsy glade . ’ 
The Sun that from his amber bowers rejoiceth on his way, 
The Moon and Stars, their Master’s name in silent pomp display. 
Shall Man, the lord of nature, expectant of the sky, : 
Shall Man, alone unthanktul, his little praise deny ? 
No, let the year forsake his course, the seasons cease to he, 
Thee, Master, must we always love, and Saviour, honor Thee. 
The flowers of Spring may wither, the hope of Summer fade 
The Autumn droop in Winter, the Birds forsake the shade: 
The Winds be lull’d—the Sun and Moon forget their old decree - 
But we in Nature’s latest hour, O Lord! will cling to thee. 
See 

THE BLACKBERRY GIRL. 
be Phebe, are you come so soon? 

here are your berries, child? 


You cannot, sure, have sold them all; 
You had a basket pil’d. 


No, mother, as I climb’d the stile, 
The nearest way to town, 

My apron caught upon the stake, 
Andso I tumbled down. 

I scratch’d my arm, and tore my hair, 
But still did not complain; 

And had my blackberries been safe, 
Should not have car’d a grain. 

But when I saw them on the grouad, 
All scatter’d by my side, 

I pick’d my empty basket up, 
And down I sat, and cried. 

Just then, a pretty little Miss 
Chane’d to be walking by; 

She stopp’d and look’d so pitiful— 
And begg’d me uot to cry. 

Poor little girl, you fell, said she, 
And must be sadly hurt— 

Oh, no, I cried, but see my fruit, 
All mix’d with sand and dirt! 

Well, do not grieve for that, she said; 
Go home and'get some more. 

Ah, no, for Ihave stripp’d the vines, 
These were the Jast they bore. 

My father, Miss, is very poor— 
He works ir yonder stall— 

And has so many little ones, 
He cannoi clothe us all. 

I always Jong’d to f° to church, 
But never conld I go; 

For when I ask’d him for a gown, 
He always answer’d, no. 


There’s not a father in the world 
That loves his children more; 

I’d get you one with all my heart, 
But, Phebe, I am poor. 

But when the blackberries were ripe, 
He said to me one day, 

Phebe, if you will take the time 
That’s given you for play, 

And gather blackberries enough, 
(And carry them to town,) 

To buy your bonnet and your shoes, 
I'll try to get a gown. 

Oh, Miss, I fairly jump’d for joy— 
My spirits felt so light; 

And so, when I had Jeave to play, 
I pick’d with all my might. 

I sold enough to get my shoes, 
About a week ago; 

And these, (if they had not been spilt,) 
Would buy a bonnet too. 

But now they’re gone, they all are gone, 
And I can get no more— 

And Sundays, I must stay at home, 
Just as I did before. 


And, mother, then I cried again, 
As hard as I could ery,— 

And looking up, I saw the tears 
Were glistening in her eye. 

She caught her honnet from her head— 
Here, here, she cried, take this! 

Oh, no, indeed, I fear your Ma’ 
Would be offended, Miss. 

My Ma’! no, never; zhe delights 
All sorrow to beguile— 

And ’tis the sweetest joy she feels, } 
To make the wretched smile. 

She taught me, when I had enough, 
To share it with the poor; 

And never let a needy child 
Go empty from the door. 

So take it, for you need not fear 
Offending her, you see— 

I have another, too, at home, 
And one’s enough for me. 

So then I took it—here it is— x 9 
For pray, what could I do? 





| Proverb.—Proud looks lose hearts, byt courteous 
‘words win them. 


And, mother, I shall love that Miss 
As long as I love you. 
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